The Unlimited Mood by Knight, Lynne
Masthead Logo The Iowa Review
Volume 27




Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by Iowa Research Online. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Iowa Review by an
authorized administrator of Iowa Research Online. For more information, please contact lib-ir@uiowa.edu.
Recommended Citation
Knight, Lynne. "The Unlimited Mood." The Iowa Review 27.3 (1997): 119-119. Web.
Available at: https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.4843
Lynne Knight 
The Unlimited Mood 
for Forrest Hamer 
Sleepless late one night I examined the infinitive: 
to place. What would be the agent? 
Hands, memory: I tried to place him. 
After a while, I remembered. 
He was the one in love with bones. 
In love with water over bones that had been thrown 
from ships like scraps from meals, 
like slops, like next to nothing 
though he knew the record of that suffering 
would make its way along the seafloor 
to the coast, ooze up through heavy sand, 
flood through reed and marsh grass, 
spread through earth, disturb the foot of someone walking? 
not stones but a calling, heaved against the insole? 
until he lay his whole length down on sunwarmed grass, 
pressing his good ear to cries and moans 
blue at their center, blue in their nimbus, 
blue as the water they had sunk through. 
He would lie listening to these blues 
and know to place their origin 
in salty waters rising from the heart, 
ancestral tears he would not know 
what to do with until he thought to sing, 
and, singing, heard the dead 
instruct him where to place his grief: Here. 
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